EXTREMES MEET

could not resist showing by their eager looks at the car
why they were on duty there.

" I'm sure there's something in the wind," he said to
Crowder. " Or else why do we cause all this extra
anxiety? "

When they reached the door of Number Ten and
Waterlow was going in, Crowder hung back and asked
him if he could be spared for a few minutes.

"What for ?"

" I just wanted to pop round the corner for a moment,"
said Crowder, shuffling from one foot to the other and
pleading with his eyes like an anxious schoolboy for his
excuse to be accepted without further questions. But the
master was inexorable.

"Why?"

" Well, I rather wanted to get a shave."

" Your cheeks are as clean as a baby's."

" Ah, but it's my moustache, Commander W."

" What's the matter with your moustache ? "

The fat man gave the effect of tittering in his em-
barrassment.

" Rather 2, faux pas now that I'm a naval officer, eh f "

Waterlow sped him on his way with a cheerful kick,
and the fat man beaming with delight rolled off down the
street toward a barber's.

Number Ten was an old house which had somehow
managed to survive when the rest of the street was built
up on modern lines. The houses on either side of it and
opposite were all of the usual urban pattern, and it was
only their whiteness that would have made them con-
spicuous amid the uniformity of a London suburb. They
were all three storeys high and so exactly alike that the
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